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66 WUST one look at The cilia that came 
" in this afternoon," murmured Ty 
"Hunch" Burnett, crime reporter for the 
Standard, as he climbed the steps of the 
Standard Building, for the past five years 
"home" for the keeivminded young reporter, 
whose hunches had earned him his nickname. 
"Then I think I'll find myself a television 
set and watch the fights tonight." 

The office was almost . empty and deadly 
quiet, as the reporter gathered up the slips of 
paper left in his "in" mail box, 

"Hi'ya, Mr. Burnett," piped a greeting from 
behind. It was Davy the copyboy, who had 
become Ty's perpetual sidekick ever since he 
helped him crack a food racket six months 
before. 

"Can I be hearing things, or is it the ugly 
voice of a copyboy?" groaned the reporter, 
unsuccessfully 'trying to hide the faint glint 
of a smile as he turned to the copyboy. "What 
great unsolved crime might be keeping you 
here three minutes past five?" 

"Nothing special," answered the boy, '"cept 
maybe a message from the 'inner sanctum'," 
and he nodded -to the office of the City Editor, 
"to tell Burnett to see me as soon as he gets 
back." 

"Why didn't you say so?" shouted the re- 
porter, disgustedly throwing the stack of calls 
on his desk. "Probably wants to tell me what 
a good job I've been doing." 

"No doubt, no doubt, Mr. Burnett," quipped 
the freckle-faced copyboy. "And he probably 
wants you to appoint me your assistant. No 
matter, I'll wait for you." 

A few minutes later, Burnett closed the 
City Editor's door slowly and stood for a 
moment while he lit a cigarette. "That means 1 ' 
something's cooking," frowned Davy. "Those 
wrinkles in his brow aren't for nothing." 

"Something up, chief?" questioned Davy, as 
the reporter came over to his desk and began 
fumbling through the telephone directory. 

"Oh, just a. routine check-up — suicide," he 
replied disinterestedly. "Old lady Winters in 
her Park Avenue mansion this afternoon. 



Gooden thinks I ought to get the fact«- 
special reason except the Winters' nair/ 
news. And I wanted to see the fights on - 
vision tonight," he groaned. 

"I bet she left a nice hunk of ice," whi^ 
Davy, as he wrote down the address Ty - 
off. "May I come along and hold your no:* 

"And I wanted to set Perlonti mi 
Renendo tonight," grumbled Burnett, an, 
parked his car near the front entrance tc l 
Winters' mansion. "And what do I get?' . 

"I don't know, Mr. B, either way you t 
at it, you got to admit you end up w; 
body." 

The inside foyer of Lucille Winters' r 
dence was not one to coax visitors to it^ 
too long. Dark, stuffy, and filled with o: I 
mahogany furniture, surrounded by h:, * 
brae, Burnett found it difficult to fix his , 
on the tall, thin, slightly stooped butler $-' 
ing before him. 

", , . and when I entered her room to 
her some warm tea, Miss Winters was 
upset and terribly disturbed by some^ 
Dr. Johnson had told her that afternoon. ■ 
there are no other servants in the housed 
nurse left yesterday, and Miss Winters 
alone, it was impossible for me to stay ~ 
her, and I left her shortly after three. V I 
I returned with her dinner at seven, I 
her . . ." and the butler twisted his hanc 
comfortably as he continued, "I've been !T" 
Miss. Winters for thirty years." 

"And you found what?" inquired tlv 
porter as his eyes caught hold of an old U 
picture. 

"I found her dead, sir. The sleeping t; 
were next to the bed— only two tabletC 

mained." 

"Hmm, I see," mumbled the reportei - 
sure sign of suicide, you believe?" - , 

"Not only I, sir," replied the butler ha »r 
"but also Dr. Johnson and the police. I I 
understand. I just can't sea how . . ."E^ 

"I understand how you feel, Robens. lr~t a 
have one more question. That picture c > 
table. Is it of the Winters* Family?" - 
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er turned to view the picture, his 
ling. "Yes, air." 

OB living?" asked Burnett. 
Hits Lucille, sir, I mean until to- 
•sd the butler's voice broke under , 

_ a lot. Robens." answered Burnett, 
int on. Davy, this is no place for a 
Mil If This is a sure case of suicide." 
■« *r« you going, Mr. B, to the nearest 
B ««?" asked Davy as they walked 



!, Davy, just one more call and then 
■fh. Let's look up Elmira Johnson," 
I Dr. Johnson?" asked the reporter, 
I white-haired gentleman answered 
Td like to see you a moment about 
'inters." The man let them in. 
■d these aie the reports from the 
1 verifying the diagnosis you made 
bid not have a fatal disease?" 
isswered Elmira Johnson, offering 
s to Bumett.i"I told Lucille about 
s'this afternoon just before I left, 
dc her take three sleeping tablets 
btr resting comfortably until I could 
eight with a new nurse. I left the 
tablets on the dresser and went out 
i she was sleeping soundly . . . about 
t. Robens was accustomed to my 
I didn't bother him. Lucille w3s 
. but I thought the good news . . ." 
Id doctor stopped and shook his head, 
thanks a lot, doctor, sorry to have 
you so late," said the reporter, open- 
door. Upon reaching the street, he 
coin to the copyboy and said, "Call 
; headquarters. Tell him to meet 
Winters' home. You can speed him 
- wlMng him Miss Winters' death 
saicide — but murder!" 



there. Robens," smiled Burnett, as the 
•ptoed the door. "May I come in?" 
Sorry, it's awfully late, sir, and it's 

■ exceptionally difficult day," protested 

it won't take long, Robens. I lost a page 
sores and I just want to verify a few 
■at* for my article. 

■ said Miss Winters was depressed after 
ifcoaoa left?" 



"Yes, that's true, sir. I brought her tea right 
after the Doctor left . . ." 

"What time was that?" asked the reporter. 
"Just about two forty-five. I remember 
checking the time so that the tea wouldn't 
interfere with her dinner." 

"And Miss Winters told you she was wor- 
ried about having cancer." 

"Yes, sir, she did. She was exceedingly 
nervous and distraught. She said Dr. Johnson 
told her the reports showed she had an incur? 
able disease." 

The reporter interrupted curtly, "That's 
enough, Robens, you just talked yourself into 
a murder charge. Dr. Johnson came to tell 
Miss Winters this afternoon that she did not 
have a fatal disease! He gave her three sleep- 
ing tablets, which would have made it impos- 
sible for her to speak to you fifteen minutes 
after he left, and equally impossible to get 
out of bed and take the rest of the tablets. 
The police report that she had been dead al- 
most four hours when you found her at seven 
and called headquarters. You gave them to her. j 
She had no family and you knew that a nice , 
hunk of her money was to be left to you." 

Whipping out a gun, the butler grinned. 
"You're right, Burnett, but according to the 
police they're satisfied that it was a suicide. 
You're not leaving here till I'm safely out of 
the country with the money." 

"That's what you think," came a voice from 
the hall. "Okay, Robens, hold them up!" 

"For once in my life I'm happy to see you, 
O'Clancy," laughed Burnett. "Come on in and 
get him." 

WITH a hot cup of steaming black coffee, 
his feet ifp on a chair, and the tele- 
vision set turned on to the fights, Burnett 
leaned back and-smiled. "What's the trouble, 
Davy? We got a story tonight, didn't we?" 

"Yeah, but what made you suspect Robens?" 
frowned the copyboy. "I just don't see it." 

"Easy, Davy. When Dr. Johnson said he gave 
Lucille Winters enough lullaby pills to keep 
her sleeoing until he could arrive that evening. 
All I had to do is get Robens „to talk— and 
when a guy thinks he's committed the perfect 
crime, it isn't too hard to get him to boast 
and talk too much!" 

THE END 
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DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

DEPT. 1285, PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN. U. S. A. 
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